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| like photography. Always did. Of course, I'm nothing but an amateur, taking snaps of our parties, family and 
friends. Or taking pictures of the occasional sights during the tour. Nothing special, really. But when we have a 
shooting session for a magazine or promotion posters, my nerves tickle, my fingers start to itch, and you'll 
need a tractor to drag me away from the cameras. No need to say professional photographers get mad at me 


tampering with their stuff, but I've learned to be a charmer when | need to, so in the end | always win. 


We have just finished a series of photos for a new issue of Kerrang. The whole thing was pure fun - we all 
got dressed up and had only to look bad enough to match the sinister make-up and leather. The pictures are 
going to be a killer. 


While the others begin to dissipate around the studio changing into everyday clothes, | do my usual thing and 
go for a close inspection of photographic equipment. Amazing. Absolutely amazing. Of course they can't do 
without expensive trinkets here, this is a big studio doing all kinds of camera work, and we're not their only 
clients. Even today we had to squeeze into one corner to free the room for a shooting for some fashion show. 
The models have long gone home, but parts of their haut couture are still scattered around the place. 


Predictably, when | bend to look into the camera, Till passes by and hangs a black stocking on the lens on his 
way out. | turn to take it away and see everybody have left but me, Paul and Christoph. Except for our 
corner, the whole room is littered with odd pieces of lingerie that look quite posh. And expensive. And 
abandoned. But that must be only temporary, and my common sense squirms as Paul picks up a lace bra that 
seems to have a three zero price tag attached, and nonchalantly hurls it at Christoph. And he does nothing 
clever but hurl it back. 


"Looks like your size, no?" 

"You think its funny, Schneider?" 

"You bet. Look" He picks up another frilled, lacy thing. "You must try this on, really." 

"Oh. Why don't YOU do it? You're the one wearing the skirt, this should match your style." 

‘Oh, come on. Everybody does it. Richard always wears dresses whenever he can. | put on a bra once. It's 
nothing difficult." 

"Fuck off, Schneider. | said, it's not funny.” 

"But itd be such a pity to waste this opportunity. With your current make-up and all.. Think | can bribe you 
into it?" 

"With what?" 

"Beer." 

"Ha-ha" 


They're always fighting like that, these two, so l'm not really paying attention. It's only taunting, without real 


fight. And we're alone in here, so who cares what's going on. 


"Let's make it two beers." 

"Do | look that cheap?" 

"You won't be able to take three." 

"What?! | can out-drink you. That is, if | want to." 

"OK, three beers. Is it a deal, then?" 

"l'm going to regret it." 

"Don't worry. Nobody's going to see it but us. Can't we have some fun after work?" 
"Olli, you're not telling anyone, are you?" 

"Honest." 


Why, its not even the wildest thing we've done some time on tour. You have to get really inventive not to go 
crazy with the touring routine. Christoph is giggling madly already, and | too begin to smile. We'll just leave 


some cash compensation if any item gets spoilt on the way. 
"You're not looking at me while I'm getting dressed. Turn away, now!" 
We obediently turn round, chuckling at this madness. 


"Don't forget about shoes. The stiletto-heeled ones." 

"Shut up, Christoph, | don't need your expert advice. How the hell can | fit into this?" 
"Need help, honey?" 

"SHUT UP, or..or.t'll take it off" 

"Oh noooo." 


"OK..remember you asked for this. You can look now." 


We both turn back. Well, after Tils attempts to substitute his usual costume with a piece of duct tape, one 
can say Paul looks decent. Almost. At least he doesn't pose off as some angry Adam expelled from his Eden. 
And this black satin and lace thing is almost becoming. In fact so much becoming that Schneider isn't even 


laughing. 


"You didn't forget about garter belt." 


"Phew. | don't care as long as you're paying for the torn stockings. So? How do | look?" 


Me and Schneider exchange curious glances and both raise our thumbs in approval. Paul stretches his hands 


and turns around to let us admire the full view. | can bet he himself didn't expect it to work out so smoothly. 


"Ok, have | won my bet already? I'm taking it off" 

"No, no! Wait. So much trouble done for nothing? You don't want us to let this beautiful sight slip out of our 
memory?" 

"Yeah, Schneider, now you'll be saying this is the scene you're going to treasure till the end of your life." 
"Will you believe me if | answer yes? Olli? Hey, Olli?” 


| didn't hear. Of course it is all just for fun. But | can't help staring at these elegant black stockings, and high- 
heeled shoes, and how they match, and how tall Paul looks with the extra inches added by the heels.. 


"Hey, camera man! Care to do some work?" 

"No, Schneider, this is a firm NO. You're not taking pictures of me wearing..this." 

"Why not?" 

"Because l'm sure I'll end up hanging as a poster in your bedroom, and | don't want that." 


The scene is having strange effect on me, because suddenly | interrupt them: 


"What if | take the film afterwards as the neutral side? | promise it'll all stay between us." 


"And imagine, when we're like 710 years old, you'll have a fit of rheumatism, and I'll come to you to cheer you 
up, and show these.." 
"Enough. Enough. Olli, | trust you. You look sensible, even in those leather pants." 


Sensible, huh. | just don't want him taking off these clothes. And Christoph doesn't want. And Paul himself 


doesn't, either. So why don't we just stop fooling around and.. 


"Ladies and gentlemen! Welcome the famous Claudia Schiffer, the star of the model world!" 
"No! | want to be a Cindy Crawford." 


And our little Paulchen does nothing better but climb onto this podium-like elevation the real models had used 
for their proud model walk | bet if Cindy Crawford ever allowed herself to crawl onto the scene in such 
fashion, she'd be fired in a sec. He balances on his high heels for a moment, adjusts the garter belt and strikes 


a pose. 


"IF | fall down and break my neck, you'll be the ones to blame, you two. Now, do you want me to click my heels 


in silence? | need music, damn youl" 


Schneider obediently trots to the stereo and starts some tune, turns off the light except for the highlights 
directed at the podium, fetches a chair and settles down with a handy bottle of champagne he has procured 
somewhere, looking exactly like one of those fucking patrons that usually go to see fashion shows. He's wearing 
nothing but his leather kilt, and I'm only in my black pants, but still too hot to get really occupied with my 


camera. He just had to choose this song.. 


[| have devils on my mind 
and the hour is getting late.. 


there's nothing more to have. 


Just focus on the camera, you idiot. But | suddenly find that inside me a hundred small Olivers jump about and 
cheer whenever our model comes down the stage, freezes for a moment and turns around, presenting us with 


a full view of his backside, each curve accentuated with the black lacy cover. 


[| want to burn myself again 
| want to violate you 


| want you to hurt me again. 


Oh yes. Clever Schneider has no problem with this long skirt hiding his..hmm, interest in the show. And all | 
have is those pants, too damn tight to be comfortable, and a dry mouth, and two sweaty hands fumbling with 


the camera.. And | can't say that sipping on champagne actually helps. Quite contrariwise. 


[| have devils on my mind 


They refuse to set me free..] 


And of course Paul just has to stoop to pat my cheek, and turn away at once, and walk off swinging his hips 
like some striptease diva. 


[My followers in crime, 


But you're the one | fear] 
| don't even notice when exactly my borrowed camera runs out of film. 


"Why, our photo professional looks distracted. What's wrong with the cold, reserved Oliver we all know and 
respect?" 


| want to kick Paul for these words, but most of all | want just to grab him and do something obscene. 


"Hasn't this little practical joke entertained you.. just a bit too much? So much that you want..what do you 
want, oh young Oliver?" 

"A kiss." Of course it's Christoph speaking up, the empty champagne bottle on the floor by his chair. 

"Oh? Pray tell us if it's true.” 


A desire to kill somebody grows stronger, but | just stare at him, dumbfound, looking for any damned way to 


put an end to the ‘blush-giggle-blush’ scenario our conversation is following. 


"If that is what you want, there's nothing wrong with that, you know. I'm not offended." 
"He's just shy." 
"Shut up, you cynic." 


Schneider frowns and knocks down the bottle, and it rolls on the floor with a sharp nasty sound only 
irreversibly empty bottles can make, while Paul climbs down to stand beside me and simply says: "Kiss me." 


I've never thought of it before, but now | can see the problem, and it makes me blush even more. | mean, with 
our difference in height we can't kiss like normal people do, not without a chair for either of us to sit or to 
stand on. Since the only suitable piece of furniture is occupied by Christoph and he's not parting with it, I'm 
totally lost. Even a lamppost is probably smarter than me, and Paul, tired of waiting, finally makes a desperate 
attempt to reach me, grabbing my shoulders. And | can think of nothing better but to put my hands on his 
waist and pick him up. 


| feel like a ship's mast being clutched at by a sailor in the storm, the single image of Paul's high heels resting 
against my arse makes my knees go wobbling, and | nearly drop the both of us on the floor. Lack of air doesn't 
help either when breathing suddenly becomes another problem while I'm being kissed violently. And | have 
nothing to do but kiss back. 


So we freeze like this for some time, me feeling like a tree entangled in some tight climbing plant, which is also 
quite predatory in nature as it's trying hard to suck me dry of life. Paul's arms lock around my neck, and my 


ear is comfortably close to his lips when he gets a mind to whisper something smutty, and | have to admire 


his eloquent phrasing again and again. Thanks heaven he's not expecting any reply, because | can think of 
nothing clever to say and finally give a shy brisk lick to his earring-pierced ear. 


Looking over Paul's shoulder | see that Christoph has got rid of his leather crinoline and is watching us 
greedily. Don't know why, but suddenly he makes me think of all those fans queuing for the tickets only to be 
given an ‘all sold out sign. He's trying to meet my eyes, expectation and hope clear on his face, and | let out a 


weak sigh of relief. For the first time | want to stick to what I'm doing now and let somebody else be in charge. 


"What are you looking at?" Paul starts to turn to look back, and | quickly put a stop to his movement by 


resuming our kissing session 


Is good you both are keeping fit." Schneider has come up to us and slowly puts his hands over mine on Paul's 
waist, who looks up at me questioningly. 

"What's wrong, Olli?" 

"Nothing. | just wouldn't mind having an object-lesson first before we.." 

"Ah. OK" For a moment he looks disappointed, but then beams with a smile again. "Schneider, this is your test 


performance. Make sure you get a good score." 


| can feel him bracing himself up, his arms tightening around my neck, and hear his whisper on the brink of 


audibility. 
"Hold me. Just hold me tight." 


That | do obediently, while Schneider figures his way through the chemise - garter belt - panties maze 
concealing Paul's butt, cursing under his breath at the extra skills of unclothing haut couture fashion requires. 
The best he can manage is push the black satin panties down as far as the garters allow, and squeeze into the 


available space. And that he does, as soon as the smooth fabric is out of the way. 


Paul's legs clutch around my waist desperately in a rib-breaking embrace, but he forces himself to relax 
immediately. Now with him being sandwiched between me and Schneider, I'm able to get my breath again. He's 
small, but not weightless, and since gravity is love's worst enemy, | was getting afraid our graceful gymnastic 


construction would end up in a heap on the floor. 


Schneider steadies himself with a supportive hand under Paul's arse and starts to thrust back and forth, and 
again | get a sea-related image in my mind, this time of me being a solid rock, against which tidal waves are 
splashing. The only problem is my pants that seem to be shrinking around my body, and | frantically wish to 
mutate into a three-hand creature this very moment. But, being responsible as | am, | focus on my duty and 
try to think about Paul's cock rubbing against my belly, and about how good it is that he doesn't cum when 
Schneider does, and how much time he'll need to feel like finding some relief, and if he will mind if this relief is 


given by my hand.. 


In the end we do form a not so graceful heap on the floor, and it takes us some time to decide which limb 


belongs to whom. Schneider is grinning like a good student who has just earned another ‘excellent: mark, the 


challenge ‘can you do better’ clear in his eyes. Right. Examination time. | turn to Paul to see what my task will 


be and discover in shock he's frowning at something. 


‘Ive been thinking," he says pensively. "I've been thinking why Kraftwerk never liked our ‘Das Modell version 
Now | know why." 


